
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
THREE POEMS 

TO MY HEART 

Desiderio captum, sive suo she aliorum 

Caged bird, prisoner, on thine own heart feeding, 
What shall I say to thee? What comfort is in me 
For thee, whose wings, whose heart, are bleeding, bleeding, 
From the hands that clipped and the unsatisfied mouth 

feeding 
Angrily, hungrily? 

Caged bird, prisoner, insatiately feeding, 

What have they done to thee? whose were the hands that 

caged thee, 
Clipped thy wings, thy wings, and left them bleeding, 
Pinionless, powerless of flight from the mouth feeding 
Hungrily, wearily? 

Caged bird, prisoner, wingless and weary of feeding, 
Whence did they capture thee? what heaven heard thy 

rapture 
First, ere captivity set thy small heart bleeding, 
Bleeding, unconsumed beneath the sad mouth feeding 
Wearily, ceaselessly? 

Caged bird, prisoner, when done thy woeful feeding, 
Whither wilt thou fly? in what deep, what height, 
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Hide thy maimed body, thy mouth stayed from feeding, 
Thy songless mouth, thy heart bleeding, bleeding 
Deathlessly, hopelessly ? 



TO HER WHO PASSES 

Her footsteps fall in silent sands; 

Her hands are cool like growing leaves; 
The fingers of her hovering hands 

Touch lightly, pass; and time bereaves 
The benison of her caress 
Of peace, or pain, or bitterness. 

The kisses of her mouth like dew 
Rain gently down; if she has sinned, 

That she had sinned she never knew; 
Lightly she walks upon the wind, 

And like the wind she leaves no trace 

Upon the quiet of this place. 



LOVE IS MORE CRUEL THAN DEATH 

ForH 

If your heart's desire were an apple, 

I would place it in your hand; 
From the tree of life I would pluck it 

In Eden land. 
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